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"The thing making a noise like a battleship is the local

oil-stove."

After a sumptuous breakfast of fried eggs, cold
chicken and fish and sweetmeats with the Sheikh, we
drove away from the pleasant white huts of Maan set
trimly on a hill and crossed the grey desert to Wadi
Musa, the green and bushy valley in which Moses struck
the rock. Black tents were pitched opposite the water-
place where the stream gushes clear and cold from the
naked cliff.

" Why did you come out to Arab lands in the first
place ? " I asked him on our journey to Jafer.

"Oh, well/' he said, "you see, I was a regular
soldier when the 1914 war broke out. And I was a
Sapper during the war. But then after the Armistice I
was sent back to Chatham again. And I couldn't stick
that. I found the life dull and confined. So I volun-
teered for Iraq."

He chuckled. " I can remember when I first got out
here, eating chicken at some Arab feast and thinking,
' What a lot of messy, dirty natives ! ' That was how
it began."

Later he said, " Gibbon got the Arabs right. He
said, ' The Arab is personally free/ But when we give
a Middle East country democracy we don't necessarily
give it equality, and the chaps lose their personal free-
dom. Some of the effendis have no bowels of compas-
sion for the peasant. One Arab Prime Minister said to
me, ' What does it matter if there is poverty in Egypt ?
Half a million people can be fed. What does it matter
what happens to the other sixteen million ? They are
only animals/ The effendis get clever at the Univer-